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The City 

By Frances Dickenson Pinder 

The city is en fete tonight . . . a-thrill — 
And I, her country lover, nigh a-swoon 
At her svelte splendor, worship from afar, 
Content, beholding her, to ask no boon. 

Along the night's blue boulevard of stars 

She strolls .' . . her dark lure blent 

Of beauty's insolence, insatiate need, 

Malign sweet coquetry, slant merriment — 

As cruel as a child, naive, yet wise 

As her veiled sisters of the Orient ! . . . 

And as she moves, proud, indolent, a-sway 
With secret music as with lyric musk, 
Her restless jewels amorously define 
Her. utter loveliness against the dusk! 

And many are her lovers . . . yet I dream, 
When mirth swings stagnant. as a stale lagoon 
Along the way of stars, this side of dawn, 
She'll weary of each ravelled, gay gossoon 
And turn with drowsy eyes to tryst with me, 
At Jack-o'lantern's tavern of the moon! 
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